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ADVERTISEMENT. 


HE Mulade Imaginaire of Moliere firſt fug- 
geſted the idea of The Spleen, the Author of 
which has however deviated without ſcruple from 
his admirable original. The readers of the agreeable 
eſſays under the title of The Jaler, will alſo difcover 
ſome traits of D Oyley in that writer's deſcription 
of Drugget's retirement, as well as ſome features of 
Rubrick in his charaQ-r of Whirler. Any other 
gleanings, as the Prologue n:atly terms them, Ido 
nat tecollect, except that I have before exhibited a 

ung Cantabrigian at N-wmarket, ia one of the 
Numbers of The Connoifſeur ; in which — as 
well as other popular cifays, there are 2quent 
allufions to the ſhort excurſions and ſuburb villas 
of our citizens. ——1t has (| am told) been aſſerted 
in one of our daily prints—the Gazetteer, or Gar- 
retteer— | forget the name of it that for the idea 
of the Noon-Poft I am indebted to my deceaſed friend 
Bonner Twonrnrox. Nobody was more ca- 
pable of giving excellent hiats ; there was nobody 
whoſe hints I would more readily have embraced, 
or more Cchearfully acknowledged. But the affer- 
tion is totally falſe. It is not the firſt time that my 
enemies have paid me a compliment they did not in- 
tend, by aſcribing my feeble produGions to mare 
eminent writers. I will endeavour not to be viia 
of their cenſures; though perhaps they will think 
me fo, in adopting the words of Terence on the 
occakon. 


— 18 11 dicunt MALEVOLL, homines nab: 
Eum adjutare, affidueque una ſcribere : 

uad illi maledi Fum vehemens eſſe exiſti man:, 

Eam laudem hic ducit maximam, cum illis placet, 

Nui vobis uni der ſis & populo placent. 
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TO 


Da. SCHOMBERG. 


Ny dear Friend, 


N Auron intueri & ſequi is e- 
qually the province of the dramatiſt 
and phyſician; and could I trace 
the windings of the human heart 
with half that fkill and ſagacity that 
you have applied to the diſorders of 
the body, I ſhould, by mere force 
of talent, ſecure to myſelf a re- 
ſpectable ſeat in the college. Even 
among regulars, there is often found 
a tincture of empiriciſm, not un- 
worthy ridicule : for there are too 
few who, like you, have honeſty 
and fortitude to confeſs the imper- 
fection of art, and the uncertainty 
of ſcience. There is a quackery in 
letters and morals alſo, as well as in 
medicine; but your knowledge and 
experience, your humanity and good 
ſenſe, 
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ſenſe, are not more diſtinguiſhing 
marks of your character, than your 
ſovereign contempt for impoſture 
in every fitnation. To this noble 
plainneſs of manners, this integrity 
of heart, permit me to make an 
humble offering, and to ſeize this 
occaſion of publiſhing the ſenti- 
ments of eſteem and affection that I 
have long entertained for you, and 
with which I remain, 


My dear Sir, 
Your very faithful 
and devoted Servant, 


George Colman. 
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FR OL OO GUM 


Written by DAVID GARRICK, Eſq; 


Spoken by Mr. KING. 


HO” Prelegues an, as bluckberries are plenty, 

And like them maukiſh tes, minetcen in twenty ;, 
Tet you will have them, when their date is der, 
lad Prologue, Prologue, fi your bonzurs rear; 
Till fore ſuch Jifſmal ptis as mine comes on, 
Ladics and Gentlemen indeed there's none, 
The Prologue, Author, Speaker, all are dead and g:ne ! 
Theſe reaſons have ſome weight, and flop the rant; 
Len clap— I ſmirk—end thus go cringing ent; 
** While kving call me, for yeur pleaſure uſe me ; 
*% Should F tip I hope you"ll then excuſe me. 


82 much fer now enter Farce. 
Shall I a ſcene, I lately heard, rehearſe ? 
The Place, the Pari; the Dramatis Perſone, 
Two female wits, with each a maccarens. 
Prithee, Lord Flimſey—<ohat's this thing at Drury ? 
This Spleen ? ir kw, dann'd low, Ma'am I affure ye, 
Ce'it Vrai mi Lor !—we ne feel no fuch evil, 
Newer are haunted with a vapeuriſb devil. 
In pleaſures reund we whirl it from the brain, 
You rattle it away with Seven's the Main! 
In upper life we have no Spleen or gall, 
And as for other Life, it is no life at all. 


WW bat can I ſay in cur peer Bard" s behalf ? 
He hopes that lower life may make you laugh, 
May mot @ trader who ſhall buſineſs drop, 
Lritisg at once his old accuſtom'd ſhop, 

In Fancy thro' @ courſe of pleaſures run, 
Retiring to his ſeat at Iſlington? 

And of falſe dreams of happineſs brim-full, 
Be at his Villa, miſerably dull 
We'd he net Iſlington's fine air forego, 
C:u'd he again be chaak'd in Butcher Rew ? 
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In ſowing clath, renew his fermer pleaſure, 

Surpaſs" d by none, but that of clipping meaſure. 

The maſter of this ſhop tes ſeeks repoſe, 

Sells off his flock in trade his ver ſe and proſe, c 
His daggers, buſktins, thund;y, lightning, and eld clather. 

Will he in rural fbades find caſe and quiet Þ 

Oh no! 
He'll figh for Drury, and ſeel peace in riet. 


Nature ef yare prevail d thre” human kind, 
Te low and middle life, ſhe's now confin'd. 
Twar there the chaiceſt dramatiſt; have ſeught ber; 
"Twas there Moliere, there Jonſon, Shakeſpear, cangtt er. 
Then let cur glcaning Bard with ſafety come, 
To pick up fliraw:, dropt from their harveſt home. 
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SCENE, a Street near &. PauPs. 
MzzxTox alone. 


H O W tedious is the time, when expectation 
oblige< us to mark its ! Here have I been 
near a hour and an half, watching the dial of St. 
Paul's, and counting the minutes, in hopes of 
news from my tliza. It is now almoſt noon ; where 
can this raſcal of mine be loitering ? Oh ; here he 


Enter Sz xvant. 


— Well, firrah ! what intelligence ? 
Servant, A Gazette Extraordinary, Sir! I have 
been upon the ſcout ever ſince they opened the ſhop 
windows, 
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windows, and I'm as full of news as the Morning 
Chronicle. 

Merton. Out with it ! Where is my Eliza ? 

Servant. In town, Sir. 

Merton. And her mather ? 

Servant. In town too, Sir. 

Merton. And her father ? 

2 7 Sir. 3 8 

ton. And I thought my was with him ? 

Servant. So ſhe was, Sir—Father and daughter 
both in the country—that is, if you call Iflingion 
cut of town. 

Merton. Iſlington? 

Servant. Yes, Sir, Iſlington. Her father, Mr. 
Rubrick, has taken ngs at Iſlington Spa for the 
ſummer, Sir ; and Eliza attended him 
there. And is now returned to fetch Mrs. Rubrick 
from Paternofter-Row, to join her huſband at Iling- 
ton. 

Merton. How did you learn this ? 
on SIE From your merry couſin, Mrs. Lztitia, 

Merton. Latitia ! where did you fee her? 

Servant. At Madam Eliza's, Sir. She ſaw me 
from the dining room window, ſent for me in, 
told me all I have told you. charging me to be 
1  "__ to acquaint you with a word of 
it! (archly. 

Mertan. No, to be ſure !—Excellent girl Well; 
away to my lodgings, firrah ; and wait for further 
orders. 


Servant. I am gone, Sir. (going returns) But 
here's a young lady in the caſe. 

Merton. And what then, Sir? 

Servant. Only have a care of the Police, Sir 
Don't make a Bow-ftreet affair of it. Her father 
is 2 common Council man too: he may take you 
before the Lord Mayor, or the Sitting Alderman ; 
or 


Merton. Away, raſcal! Do you banter ? : 
Servant. I am gone, I am gone, Sir. 2 
ton. 


See Oo ee erer 
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Merton. My Eliza juſt come to town! My arrival 
is critical. Now, thcugh old Rubrick has baniſhed 
me his houſe, could I but contrive to get a fight of 
my mad-cap couſin, Lztitia, ſhe might perhaps be 
able to introduce me. Suppoſe I go and reconnonre 
a little! going) Jack Rubnick ! 


Enter Jacx Runaircx. 


Tack Rubrick. What! Tom on in 
and in London too ? My old friend 


your hand, T 


parallel lines, deſtined never to meet. But I 
am heartily glad of this encounter. 


and your language, 
de juſt y- 
ack Rubrick. You have hit it. Tam fo Not 
immediately though for I flew off in a tangent the 
beginning of laſt week to Newmarket. It was the 
ſecond Spring meeting ; and I choſe to take the 
Sun's altitude on the courſe every day, make « 
few obſervations (during the heats) upon matter 
and motion, with as many calculations, as 4 Lot- 
tery-Office- keeper, on the Doctrine of Chances. 

Merton. What a hard ſtudent! But was there 


Jack 


good ſport ? 
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Jaci Rubrick. Sport! you talk as if you were 
ſpeak in gof a common country race. They never 
_ of port. It is all Sn /, at Newmarket, 
m an 

Merton. Well, was the buſineſs good, then? 

Fack Rubrick. Many thought excellent ; but it was 
quite in an inverſe ratio to me, Tom! Fourſcore 
minus, I promiſe you. My quarter's allowance, 
which I had juſt received at Lady-day, (thirty 
ineas!) gone.—Reduced to fell my little horſe 
o/phorus for thirty more! Gone. And I was 
obliged to give a promiſſory note for twenty more, — 
So that if you underſtand Algebra but half ſo well 
as I do, Tom, you will find by all the powers of 
numbers, that I was juſt eighty guineas & loſer. 

Merton. Thirty and thirty, and twenty! Four- 
ſcore exactly, Jack! I have juſt fo much arithme- 
rick. 

Fack Rubrick. The wocds were all hollow in my 
favour too! Were you ever at Newmarket ? 

Merton. Never. 

Fack Rubrick. III tell you then——It was a four 
mile heat on the long courſe—a match between Pan- 
theon, Jubilee, Duenna, and Gabrielli At firſt 
going off they kept pretty even together; Jubilee 
and Duenna, Pantheon and Gabrielli, cheek by 
jowl, and formed a kind of Parallelogram.— When 
they came to deſcribe a circle on the Rourd Courſe, 
you might almoſt as foon have ſquared the circle, 
as have told which would be the winner. Then 
away they went, whip and ſpur, through the 
Devil's ditch, like the Devil himſelf!— Coming up 
Choakjade, Pantheon lagged behind. Gabrielli, 
though ſome thought her touched in the wind, got 
a-head of the other two; and ſhe before, with 
Jubilee and Duenna abreſt of each other, formed 
an equilateral triangle—A thouſand pound to a 
china orange on Gabrielli! when all of a ſudden, 
with a damned eccentrick motion, ſhe made an acute 
angle on the wrong fide of the poſt—Jubilee ſtarted 
and ſtumbled—burt by the bye, I believe 3 
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Duenna won the ſtakes, and the 


were | nowing ones were all taken in. 
ever Merton. And poor Jack Rubrick into the bargain. 
rket, Fack Rubrick. Poor indeed, Tom! I diſcovered 


whom, pray ? 
on Fack Rubrick. To old D'Oyley, the rich draper, 


! why fo, Tom? 

is married already. 

,-_-_ Rubrick. The devil the is 1s That's ſolving 
problem with a vengeance. to whom ? 
Merton. Even to your old friend and ſchool fel- 


low. T 
To me, Jack. 5 Rok 
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Fack Rubrich. To you! I am heantily glad of it. 
Bur Old Squaretces knows nothing of this ? 
Merton. Not a fyllable. 

& Rubrick. Nor my mother. 

. Neither. The mere ſuſpicion of my 
fondneſs, and con viction of my half pay, has 
baniſhed me the houſe : and I am at this moment 
rather in ambuſh, endeavouring to make an im- 


Nucl Rubrick. And I will be your chief engineer, 
Tom. Come along ! I'll introduce you. I am 
at this intelligence, as if 1 had found « 
— * to the North Pole, or diſcovered the lon- 

unde. Come along with me! Never hall it be 
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Nothing like fre proviſions in the country, you 
know. We muſt fend them from London on 
day. They ſhall have them freſh, and fre 
warrant you. Are they all ready, Molly? 
Maid. Yes, yes they are all ready ; fowls, tongues, 
and c hbages, all ready ma'am. Ah, I withes to 


ing packed up, } | have not a moment 
to . It's almoſt one o'clock. I expecet the 
thr oe at the corner every moment. 


erb goes. | 
Mrs. Rubrick. It's impoſſible to keep in town all 
let the proverb go as it will, ſiſter 
Tabby!— To be cooped up in the Row, amidſt the 
the printing-houſe, and Dolly's beef ſtakes, 
all the dog days!—No, give me freſh air, and 
1 Iſlin gion! 
2 


Wington !—All the world ſhut up their houſes in 
London at this time of the year, and reſort to the 
watering places. 

Mrs. Tabitha. So much the worſe, ſiſter Rubrick! 
I have never re/orted out of the ſound of Bow bell 
theſe fiſty years—nor ever defired it—winter or 
ſummer, alls one to Tabitha !—And as to the 
watering places, I'm told nobody goes there, that's 
fit to go any where elſe.—Cripples, and ſharpers | 
pthificky old gentlewomen, and frolickſome young 
ones ! Married ladies that want children, unmar- 
ried ladies that want fweethearts, and gentlemen 
that want money ! Newgate out of town, the Lon- 
don Hoſpital in the country, ſiſter | 
Mrs. Rubrick. Never more miſtaken in your life, 
ſiſter Tabby! There may be a little ſcandal in- 
deed ; but where there are men, and 
handſome women, that's always the caſe, you know, 

Mrs. Tabitha. Ay, ay, handſome is as handſome 
does, as the old proverb goes. | 

Mrs. Rubrick. Does! why they do every thing 
that's polite and agreeable.—And then the Spa !— 
The Spa grows as genteel as Tunbridge, Brighthelm- 
ſt one, Southapmton, or Margate.—Live in the moſt 
fociable way upon earth—all the company ac- 
quainted with each balls, 
and ſubſcriptions! Mrs Jenkins of the Three Blue 
Balls, Mrs. Rummer and family from the Kings 
Arms, and ſeveral other of condition ta 
there this ſeaſon ! And then Eliza's wedding, you 
know that was owing to the Spa, you know: O 
the watering places, are the only places to get young 

ſbands. 


women lovers and hu 
. Mrs. Tabitha. Ay, they get loviers, oftener than 
huſbands, I fear, ſiſter. 

Mrs. Rubrick. Never do you fear us, my dear 
Tabby ! If there ſhould be a little flirtation, Pru- 
dence will prevent duels, or ſuch terrible conſe- 
quences; and as to gaming, I aſſure you, Fil never 
£9 above fixpence a rubber. 2 


eee 
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Mrs. Tabitha. Ah, they never touched a card the 
whole year through, on this fide of the Bar, in my 
time, except at the round table at Chriſtmas. 

Mrs. Rubrickh. I» your time! Lord, what figni- 
fies talking of your time! You may as well expect 
St. Paul's clock ta ftand ſtill, as the faſhions not 
to aker. Times will change | fiſter. 

. Tabiths. 80 much the worſe, fitter ! The 
ſun riſes and ſets, and makes out the four and 
twenty hours, and ſo does St. Paul's clock, juſt as it 
uſed to do, filter ;—but the round 4 Paul's 


are all changed, ſiſter. Common -Council- Men that 
coaches, 


wear bag wigs, Aldermen that gilt 
and Deputics that keep madams! And 
women, my own /e& forſcoth, that 
the Compleat Houſewife, or ſpend the 
reading the Practice of Piety, read 


Bayle's games, and keep routs on a y. 
with their heads, ed ſtomachs 
broad boſoms, falſe hair, and faces! It was 
not ſo in my time. No neglidgees, or 


of feathers in my time fiſter f 
Re-enter Marp ad Crenk. 


Maid. The ſtage waits at the end of 
Ma'am, and yy Miſs and on w_ the coach 
already — and the things are all in, 'am. 

Mrs. Rubrich. II be with them immediately. 
Eliza's brother is come, and he'll walk over the 
helds with her.—W hat young man's that, Molly? 

Maid. He wants maſter, Ma'am—ſo I have fent 
for the foreman to tpeak to bim—Mr. Folio is but 
juſt ſept into the Chapter Coffee · houſe 
Mrs. Rubrick. That's right, that's right, _ 
The foreman will ſpeak to you in a moment, 
man !/—Well, — you Tabby ! 2 
Come ! don't be uneaſy, though the family are 
at ſuch a diffence | 9 averdes cub 
within an hundred of the place every day, 
ang you may hear ah quarter of an hcur. 

| 83 


Mrs Tabi:ha. Heaven ſend J hears no harm of you ! 
No news is good news ſometimes, as the proverb 
goes 

Mrs. Rubrick. Well, but I muſt go now, Tabby! 

Mrs. Tabitha. And Fil go with you to the coach 
door, fi: ce you muſt be gadding. Home's home, 
though never ſo homely ! (enter Folio) Oh! here, 
ſpeak to the young man, Mr. Folio! [ Exeunt Women. 


Manent Cin and Foto. 


Falio. Your pleaſure, Sir! 

Clerk. A little bufinefs, Sir. A bill for an bun- 
dred, accepted by Mr. Rubrick, and become due 
this day, you fee ! (giving bill) 

Falis. Let me to pay—um—um ts 
bundred pounds —um—um—to Mr. Thomas Rubrick, 
Paternofter-Row—accepted T. R.— I don't know what 
to ſay to this—l have no directions about it, and my 
maſter's at 
Clerk. Thedevil he is! then the bill will be noted, 
that's all—Spa indeed! 

Folio. Nay, don't be fo furious. He's only at 
Tunbridge Wells 
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houſes, and two occupations. So that he is never 
to be found at either place, and follows regularly no 


buſineſs at all. 
Clerk. Well—you know where the bill lies—if 
you don't fend by fix o'clock—— 


Folio. Oh, here is my maſter ! 
Enter Ruznics baſtily. 


Rubrick. Well, Folio; has the gentleman been 
here that I was to meet between eleven and twelve? 
Folio. Yes, Sir, and | told him you fent word, 
See 


3 again, and I expect him every 


1 You muſt let him know I came then, 
but was obliged to run out again directly to attend a 
fale at the Globe, but ſhall be glad to ſee him at ſe- 
ven in the evening. ( going. 

Aſpin. Did you ever fee ſuch a piece of 
! Halo, Rubrick! 


there ! 
eee 

has buſineſs of a little more 

Rubrick. What buſineſs ? 

Clerk. Only a bill, Sir. (preſenting it.) 

Rubrick. ( Looking at it.) Very — Bee rue 


Well, kinſman ! (to 4/pin)—Oh, Folio ! ( Folio re- 
turns )—ſend little Primer the ſhop-boy, to Pica 
ns Mom iy of Bans. red | 
of New Hiſtory England, and the next 
ons of Lord Littlewit's Jefts.—( Folio 
Folio! ( Folio returns) and tell him to at the 
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pin. "Zouns, it's not well kinſman ; nor it won't 


both the fame road, though placed 
— 2 4 I re- 
many eyes as Argus, or as man ſpider, 


— * 822 an © 
way- more projects than a crack d politician ; 
the town Jack of all trades, a mere jack o'lanthern ! 
half bookſeller, half apothecary ! half in town, 
at Iſlington ! doing every thing, and dei | 
here-and there and every where, and to 


fineſs, have many engagements. 
at one end of the ſhop, and medicines at the other, 
„ you know, the patron of bookſellers, is 
the common god of phyſfick and poetry: beſides, 
er 
is but r that t kſellers, to with 
their — rr 
ries. But 1 ſhall be 100 late for the Globe: ſo your 
ſervant ! (going) 


Enter. Macao. 
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Mac bf. May I crave the favour of a word wr 


going out, Sir. 
Mc lb I ha” ſome particklar buſineſs. 

Rubrick. Have you ? Well then I attend you, 
fir ; and Fil fend word to the Globe that I can't 
come at all. _ * 

Ain. I thought fo ; come firſt ſerved is your 
rule, I fee. I have fome panicular bufineſs with 
you too: but Fil tay until I can nail you down 
two minutes to liſten to it. You are ſtuck round 
like the man in the Almanack : od ty het 
Fit go and fpeak to my god-daughter Eliza, and 
then call upon the old fool you mean to make your 


ſon-in-law. Good day to you ! (Exit) 
Manent Rus ick and Macnuoor. 


you deal in buks and medicines, and that you bland 
rr I 
ha' not, like many others of my countrymen, wret- 
ten a bub, but 1 ha' invanted a medicine. 

Rubrich. Did you ever ſtudy 742 

Mackhoof. I ha not he ſtudy of phee- 
fick ; Ian wal rad in Bracken's —— and Geb- 
ſon's T reaiſe ou the Diſaſes of Horſes 

Rn amet 

Mac es, by my fa i years 

ne and cured the horſes 
of aw the hool reeg'ment. 

Rubrick. Dragoons l horſes ! Why this is all far- 
rie 


— Wal, fir! 
Rubrick. Why what the devil are you a farrier ? 
Muc hanf. Ay, by St. Andrew, a farrier. 
Rubrick. A horfe-doftar ? 

Machoof. Tas, a Doctor of Horſe. 


Rubrick. 
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Rubrick. Well, but Doctor, how ſhall I venture 
to ſell your medicine ? W hy this horſe-remedy will 
ſend my cuſtomers out of the world full-gllep. 

Machoof. You are aw wrong. The animal eco- 
nomy i» the hooman and equine is vary ſemi- 
lar—it's only the deefrence in the proportion o' the 
doſes. Yo' may larn fra' Horace, that they are not 
encompatible—as he ſweetly faings—Hoomano 
capiti cervicem pech EQUINAM- 

Rubrick. Well, if Horace fa ſays ſo—Bur, Doctor, 
I muſt ſnacks, know that 


Machoof. You thall ha' five ſhe lings i” the poond, 
Rubrick. Five ? 71 have balf.— Ten, Dector, or 
] don't touch it. 
- You ſhell ba three half croons. 


Rubrick. Half ! half. 
A you're very hard. You ſhall ha 


Rubrick. Oh, but Doftor ! (Mach. => 
had forgot. What difeaſes is yeur noſtrum to 


cure ? 

Haud haud you !—by St. Andrew, 
that's no affair (paufng). What diſeaſes do 
Fou think the moſt popular? 

Reubrick. Doctor, your hand! Now I fee you're 
a man of buſineſs. Let mefee ! « good thing in the 
way now—and yet that branch is over-run.— 
Drops, Pills, and EleQtuaries, innumerable ! What 
dye _ of 3 Doctor? — =o" > 
wous Di s equent, you 2 
your name, Doctor? In drugs, as well as books, 
the author's name is of no ſmall con 
Machoof. My name is Machoof, Sir! 
Rubrick. Machoof ? Machoof, Doctor. 
Machoof. Doctor David Machoof, Sir; and 
my ſaul Maiſter Rubrick, the medicine will not 
celabrity.— 
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celabrity.—1 ha” gotten already a diploma from St. 
Andrew's, and in a mail er tes | expac ac order 
from Sweden 

Rubrick. Do you Wb then Ace 
or, Sweides' Balſam ſhall be the title of it. —A lucky 
chriſtening is more than half the battle. We'll goia 
and prepare the advertiſement. 
Tas, we mun invaſtigute its axcellent 
facultie>—it may be caw'd the Univarſal Ramedy, 
the Grand Specifick, the Panaczs !—and you may 
add a ſma note bene, that it's an infallible cure for 


. 


SCENE, the Fields mar Ifſingten. 
Enter Menon, Jack Rubrick, and Eliza. 
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Tack Rubrich. Cruel! Why fo, Tom? You are faſt 
married already, you know, and there is not a propo- 
fition in Euclid more clear than when two young 

are lawfully married, not all the parents in — 
can unma rry them. 

Eliza. Very true ; but he is always fo diſcontent- 
ed, fo unreaſonable ! 

Fack Rubrick. Nay, now I am ſure you are mar- 
ried. Your ſcolding the poor man, when he is ready 
to hang himſelf, is downright demonſtration. 

Merton. Scold me, rate me, my dear Eliza, do 
what you will with me! but, for heaven's fake, de- 
liver me as ſoon as poſſible from this anzious fitua- 
tion ; for long to claim you in the face of the world, 
and openly acknowledge you. 5 

Elize. All in good time, Mr. Merton ; Lztitia has 
undertaken for us, has promiſed to make you ac- 
quainted with her intentions herfelf, and perhaps 
aſſign you a part in carrying them into execution; 
fo | maſt infiſt on your waiting the reſult of her en- 
deavours with patience. 

Merton. Patience ! Well. 

Fack Rubrick. Well ! Ay, very well. There is 
no going always in a direct line, Tom. A Curve 
ſometimes anfwers the purpoſe better. The longeſt 
way about is the ſhorteſt way home, you know.— 
Ha ! yonder's old D'Oyley on horſeback. Let 
us make haſte to the Spa ! He is juſt returning from 
his conſtant exerciſe. He is as regular as the Clock, 
as exact as a Time-Piece, and the good houſewives 
roaſt their meat by him. He enjoys the air of the 
New Road every day, takes a whet at Mother Red- 
cap's, trots up to Hampſtead, croſſes the Heath, 
comes down Highgate Hill, and fo through Hollo- 
way, back to Iſlington. This is Cuckold's Round, as 
they call it! Would not one ſwear he was in the 
high road to Matrimony, Sitter ? 

Eliza. Ah, graceleſs ! —— Come, Mr. Merton. 

Merton. Oh, Eliza! 

Jari Rubrick. Oh, Eliza! (mocling bim)—— Oh 
Tom Merton! Tom Fool indeed. —Let the Women 
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alone, Tom ! Intrigue is their province. You ſhall 
admire the effect of their ſchemes, though (like the 
powers of the Magnet) you don't comprehend them ; 
and * as ſafe and _ at the height of 
your wi as you go up a ſtaircaſe that hang 

- Safe and E Tom ; but ſtep * 
c 


Tom ! 


SCENE changes io D'Oyley's ngs at irg - 
ton Spa. A table, chairs, 2 papers, 4 
caſe of medicines, looking-glaſs, Ec. 


Enter D'Oyley in ſpatterdaſbes. 


D'Oyley. Something better for my ride, I think, 
but not quite right neither. Always, always ill ; 
and never, never able to diſcover what's the matter 
with me ! I have taken my glaſs of water fince I got 
off my horſe, but it ſeems to feel cold and heavy on 
my ſtomach. Suppoſe I ſwing the leads, or ring the 
dumb bell, or take fifty turns in my room, from 
North to South, as Dr. directed me ! 
(Takes a turn and a half and flops at the table.) 
Let me ſee ! my eyes are as yellow as ſaffron. (/ok- 
ing in the glaſs.) Jaundice, jaundice ! And then my 
tongue ! ing it out) my tongue is as white as 
milk, and loaded as thick as a curd! A bilious fe- 
ver coming! Heigh ho! Ill rake a little of the Sa- 
line—( going to the caſe of medicines.) 


Enter As yt 


Aſpin. Ha ! Old Gallipor ! 

D Oyley. Nr. Afpin ! 

Aſpin. What ! Quacking yourſelf ? Let the phials 
alone, man. You are no more ſick than I am. 
Theſe are all new fancics, raken 


up in the evening 


of your life; the twilight of the underſtanding ; 
the mere effects of indolence and want of employ- 
ment. I don't remember that you ever felt, or fan- 
cied you felt. an hour's illneſs, till you left the back 
of St Clements. | 


* D'Oyteg. 
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DOyl:y. If I had not come from behind St. Cle- 
ment's, 1 ſhou'd have lain in St. Clements Church- 
yard by this time. At a certain ine of lite, retire- 
ment from buſi:;cfs, as well as air and exerciſe, are 
avſolutely neceifary. 

in. Air and ex-rcite ! Formerly you had not 
a ſingle complaint. Staniling at the ſhop-door, and 
!50king into the rect, was air er ugh ; ard open- 
ing bales of cloth feficicat exercite ; but you took 
leave of your buſine e and good fpiriis together; 
and row your mind is over-run with vapuurs and 
megrims, tat make vou fancy your body fwarms 
with difordcrs. 

D'Oyley. Fancy! why if Fancy would do the bu- 
fineſs, don't you think I had rather fancy myfcif in 
gocd health, Mr. A'pin ? 

Aſpin. No—vou e ſick by way of amuſement— 
me lancholy, to keep vp your ſpir its you are eat up 
with the Spleen, Muitcr D'Oyley. 

D'Oyley. I! why d'ye think fo? 

Ain. | know fo. You have every ſymptom 
of it. 

D'Oy/ey. Symptoms ? Name them, I underſtand 
ſympt: ms. 

Aſpin. Don't I know you weigh yourſelf every 
day after dinner? 

D'Oylez. To be fure. V/hy not ſettle the ſtate 
of my health, as well as ba'ance my accounts, Mr. 
Aſpin? 

pin. Have not I catc' d you feeling your pulſe 
a ſtop-watch ? 

D'Oy/ey. Granted. The 1+ fe can't be watched 
too minure!ly. 

Aſpin. And are you not: aid of going out in an 
Faſt Wind ? 

POyley. All the wor! agrees, nothing is more 
prejudicial. 

Aſpin. Except rot pe ing out at all. Were not 
you kept at home fo; three weeks at one time by 
an old rveſty weatkercock ? and near a foirnight u 


anviker, 


ISLINGTON SPA. 19 


another, when it was tied up by ſome ſchool-boys ? 
BD Oy Ridiculous ! 


What a 1 of the comforts of matrimony ! Do 
you think ſuch a girl will much teh being turned 
into a nurſe ? or do you fancy that y wr old St. 
Clements foppery of a cican un, fl. ing throes, 
ſmug wig, and neatly bruſh d-chit, wv rn ttesd- 


bare without a ſpot, will have ſufficient charws for 
her? Do you imagine 


Erter Sun VvAx Tr. 


Serv. Dr. Anodyne, fir, is in the rooms, ard will 
wait on you preſently, i you are at leiture. 

D'Oyley. Oh, my beſt compliments co the Doctor; 
I thall be very glad to fee him. ( Exit Servant ) Now, 
my dear friend, truce with your rullery, and give 
me leave to receive the D ct viſit, 

Aſpin. Doctor Ancdyne ! who is he? I never 
heard of him; he never attended you before. 

Dol. No, he is a new phyſician; I don't 
think that any of the fuculty have yet hin my case, 
and I with to cor fult Dr. Anodyne. He is but a 
yourg practi ioner, it is true ; yet | am told of great 
promile and extenſive praQice ; though he is not 
long returned from abroad, ard has but lately at- 
tended the Spa. 

Hein. A yoang wife and a young phyſician ! you 
are in a rare way, Maſter DOyley. Dector Ano- 
dyne! aye, he is one of tbote fucking doctors, I 
warrant you, that make up by iofinuation and im- 
pudence for their want of ſkill and experience; 
fecling the pulſes of old maids, and bowing them- 
ſelves into the good . dowagers ; rolling their 

2 


job- 
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job chariots into the city, when they can't ſucceed 
at St. James's; and killing Jews, when they are 
not allowed to flaughter Chrittians ; running down 
wo Tunbridge or Southampton, when they have 
10 — 

DOyley. Fer Heaven's fake ! he will hear you; 
he'll be in the room, Mr. Aſpin. 

Hin. Wü he then III leave you a little. II 
take a turn or two in the walks, and then return to 
finith my lecture. To a man who has been uſed all 
his life to be buſy, eaſe and indolence is a very hard 
taſk, Maſter D'Oyley! The mind of à retired 
tradeſman often ſtagnates for want of employment, 
and becomes as dull, dark and gloomy, as the in- 
fide of his ſhop on a Sunday. But take my advice, 
D'Oyley, and I'll do you more good than all the 
DcRors in Chriſter. dom. [Exit. 

Dole ( alone.) What coarſe, boiſterous ſpirits ! 
Health is a fine thing, a very fine thing ; but a man, 
who has never known what it is to be ill, commonly 
ſeems to have neither nerves nor aſfections. I long 
to ſee the Doctor Let me fit and compoſe myſelſ— 
What's here ? (opening abook Advice to the People 
in general with regard to their health! Ay, Fllread 
a little— This book always gives me ſome ufeful in- 
formation—** Of Confumptions.” (reading. ) Thi 
** difeaſe generally begins with a dry cough, which 
*© often continues for tome months. Hack, back! 
( half coughing) Yes, I have a dry cough, and have 
had for ſome months. —** If a diſpoſition (reading) 
to ſickneſs after eating be excited by it, there is 
«*« ſtill greater reaſon to fear an approaching con- 
„ ſumption.”—1I was fick as a dog immediately af 
ter dinner yeſterday——** The patient is (reading) 
apt to be fad.”—— Nobody ever fo apt to be fad, 
without any reaſon on earth, as I am.—** There is 
Ily (reading) a quick, foft, ſmall pulſe.” 
ick, tick, tick! (feeling bis pulſe) quick as light- 
ning, very /oft and ſmall too! ** though ſometimes 
2 the pulſe is pretty full, and rather 


** hard.” —Tack, tack, tack! (feeling again) 
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Full ! it beats like a drum, ted to burſt thro my 


veins.—** Theſe are /reating) the common fymp- 
** toms of a beginring contumpticn.” All which 
ſyn ptome | feel. Nothing but a proper revimen 
can keep me out of a cunfumpiion.—L:t we tee! 
(turning h the leaves) ** Symptons of Droopy. 
(reading ) l he .*natarca genera'ly begins with a 
** ſweliing of the feet and ancles towards night, 
** which tor ſome time, difſapp-ars in the moraing.” 
Ah! / Eoking at his fect and leg: | have vot the 
leatt appearance of twelling this morning That 
may be a very drepfical tywptom. la the even- 
ing (reading) the parts, if preſt with the finger, 
** will pit.” Fi try that this evening. The 
ſwelling (rcadi, g) gradually afcends 
Rubrick (weithout). Stay ! Lil orly juſt call upon 
Mr. D'Oyley, and be with you again immediately. 


Enter Runnick.(@ printed paper in bis hand 


D'Oyley. Mr. Rubrick! I am heartily glad to fee 
you. You are very good to call in upon à poor fick 
man. This is kiad of you. 

Rubrick. Ves, I am in a great hurry ; but I could 
not help popping in upon yer, before I go to meet 
the partners in our intended new paper, at the An- 
gel at Iſlington— How are you, Sir? Did vou take 
the Stomach Pills ? | | 

D'Oyley. I did; but continue rather Ratulent— 
full of wind, as a pop-gun- 

Rabrick. You ſhould have followed up the pills 
with a doſe or two of the Corrective Elixir. 

D Oyley. I did fg. 

Rubrick. And how did it agree ? 

D'Oyley. Weakened me moſt exceedingly. 

Rubrick. Then I muſt fend you two or three bot- 
tles of the Reſtorative, with the next magazines. 

D'Oyl:y. Do fo ! But what paper is that, Mr. Ru- 
brick ? | 

Rubrick. A proof of our new paper the firſt 
number to be publiſhce the day after ro-morrow— 
the Noon-Pctt ! | 

1 D Oytey. 
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D'Oyley. The Noon-Poſt ? 

Rubrick. Yes, the Noon-Poſt—an excellent pro- 
jeQ !—for it is the only time of day, you know, left 
open for an additional news-paper. The Mornin 
and Evening are quite overloaded. —Befides, it will 
ſerve for an eariy Morning Paper at the W elt end of 
the town, and will come out juſt about Change 
hours in the Eaſt. —T hen it will include all that has 
been in the Morning papers—Play Bills, et cetera, 
withcut poſſibility of miſtake or deception, and will 
foreſtall all =. is to wm. = Evening _— 
that the Ncon-Paft will be paper, juſtly cal- 
culated for the Meridian of London—But we'll de- 
liver it without 1 may offend the 


. 
Well, [ik you joy and fees, Me 
ne aw bow 
Rubrick. tot hg She is juſt arrived. You'll 
Db. And when fix the happy 
D nd when are we to ? 
Ha, Mr. Rubrick ! = 
Rubrick. Let me ſee, let me fee! How ftand 


tuma ! for then my health will call me to Bath 


r oo 
ick. ( Looking at Almanach.) Tueſday, 
June 11—the bo» py day, and 298 


Opley. 
Rubrick. ——— gray Saturday, 
June * ſeaſt on the Almanacks — == 
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8 Well — Monday or Tueſday in the next 
week 

Rubrick. ( Still looking at his Calendar.) Monday, 
the annual dinner of Turlington's Balſam, at the 
Star and Garter on Richmond Hill; and Tueſday 
the meeting of the proprietors of Beaume de Vie, at 
the Packhorfe, on Turnham Green. 

D'Oyley. Piha ! if vou put it off in this manner, 
you'll get beyond the term of the contract. 

c>. Nay, never be impatient, ſon-in-law ! 

Well fentle it for fome day in the month. You'll 
have time, and time enough, I warrant you— 
The fair laſts all the year, you know. In 
be with you again ſhoriiy but you muſt excuſe 
me at preſent—tor I have left a waiting 
for me below. I am to treat with him for a Diiſer- 
tation on the Virtues of Iflington Spa ; and to be 
concerned with him in a ſcheme for extracting falts 
from the New River; ſo your ſervant, your fer- 
vant ! Good day to you ! [ Exit haſtily. 

D'Oyley. (alne.) This man is fo haſty and vio- 
lent, he always flurries my 2 Stay ! I hear 
the Douftor—No—'is ſomebody elfe—a gentleman 
to alk for him perhaps. 


Enter LzT1iT1a, as Dr. Anodyne, dreſſed in an ele- 
gant ſuit of chaths, with a bag-wig and ſword. 


Letitia. | came to receive your commands, Sir. 

D'Oyley. My commands, Sir ! 

Letitia. If you Let me have the honour 
to feel your pulſe, Sir. (tales bis hand) Let me 
look at — — Sir ! 
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* 8 To be ſure. Why ſhould you doubt it, 
r 

D'Oyley. By your figure and app-arance, I muſt 
confets, Sir, I mould rather have taken you for a 
foreign Count, or an Opera-finger. 

L etitia. Why fo, Sir? Do you think it neceſſary 
for a piyſician to appear like an undentaker ? Thank 
Heaven I am the firlt of the faculty, Sir, that made 
it proper and faſhionable in this country for a phy- 
ſician to look like a gentleman. I have ſpent a good 
deal of time abroad, Sir; and even our Clergy, 
when abroad, moult their feather'd grizzles, caſt 
their pudding flceves, ard put on white ſtockings, 
long fwords, and bag-wigs, Sir. 

DOH. Ah! ſome of them are coming pretty 
near the mark at home, Doctor. 

Letitia. | have had the honour of travelling, Sir, 
and I thought it right to adopt the modes, as well 
as ſcience, of the feveral countries I viſited. For- 
merly, the grave owls of the College, with their 
clouted cravats, hay-cock perukes, clouded canes, 
and bolus buttons, ſeemed to think no man qualified 
to preſcribe a cathartick or emetick, that did not 
look, as if he had juſt taken one himſelf.— And their 
practice was as abſurd, as their figures were ridicu- 


ous. 

D'Qyley. Indeed, Dector! 
Letitia. Yes, indeed, Sir. A conſultation of 
mere home-bred phyſicians, is worſe than an epide- 
mick diftemper. The plague, or the influenza is 
nothing to it.— Your cafe {or 9 2 
pearance, I ſhould j your Caſe to have 
wholly miſtaken. It * at firſt to have been 
merely nervous; but now, by improper manage 
ment, it ſeems tending very (aſt to epileptick, para- 
lytick, and dropfical | 

D'Oyley. You frighten me. What courſe would 
you preſcribe, Doctor ? . 
Letitia. What regimen have you followed hither- 


to, Sir ? 3 
DOyley. 
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DOyl:y. I have been ordered to live very tempe- 
rate, to ride every day, and to keep my ſpirits quiet 
and eaſy. 

Letitia. Ah! temperance, exerciſe, and peace 
of mind! the old remedy, and a wonderful diſco- 
very to be fure ! But your diet ! Give me the par- 
ticulats. 

D Oyley. Plain food, no wine, and no pi 

Letitia. Wrong, wrong, all wrong! Your tem- 
perament being too low, nature plainly directs that 
you ſhould live very high. A bottle of wine would 
operate as the moſt excellent cordial, and the ſti- 
mulation ef pickles would both create and ſtrengthen 
the appetite. 

D'Oyley. Nothing can be more reaſonable. I muſt 
alter my whole regimen, and enrich my blood with 
eating and drinking—take chocolate for break- 

= chearſul glaſs for dinner, and make « hearty 
8 grains of falt may I put to an 
egg. Doctor 

Letitia. None. Eat falt in no ſhape, unleſs 

—_ meats,—but is much of thoſe as you pleaſe, 
DOylky. Meats ſalted or ſmoaked, are what I 
have been expreſfs'y forbid, Dector. 
Latitia. Not by we, Mr. D'Oyley. Conſult your 
own underſtanding, Sir! How ſhould ſmoke, that 
preſerves a itch of bacon, injure you; or ſalt, 
that keeps a ham from putrefaction, hurt the tone 
of your ſtomach ? Cookery indeed renders many 
this gs unwholeſome, that are not ſo in themſelves. 
How is your meat dreſt, Sir? 

DO. Thoroughly done, always—for elſe, 
the Dectors tell me, that the juices would not aſſi- 


milate. 


Laetitia. For which reaſon they leave the food 
without any juices at all. Without them, Sir, in- 
ſtead of beet or mutton, you might as well eat mo- 
hogany. In Abyflinia, where a ſtate of nature pre- 
vails, a raw taſhet trom a live ox is wholeſome and 
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delicious, Eat your meat as rare as poſſible, Sir, 
and avoid bread as pernicious. 

D'Oyley. Pernicious, Doctor! I always under- 
ae bread to be the wholeſomeſt food in the 
world. 

L etitia. A vulgar error, Sir! Pap, mere pap, 
kills nine-tenths of the children that die in the 
Fourdling Hoſpital. Bread and milk fwell the bills 
of mortality. Bread induces a cachexy, and milk 
brings on an atrophy. The London milk too is no- 
thing but a compoſition cf chalk and rain water, and 
the bread is all whitcned with allum. 

Dol. Mercy on me ! I thall never dare to 
venture on a flice of bread and butter, or to put a 
ſpoonful of cream in my tea again. Raw fleſh, 
and no bread !'—Whky theſe are wonderful diſcove- 
ries, Doctor. 

Letitia. I have imported a thouſand difcoveries, 
Sir : It was I that firſt entertained the world with 
the agreeable ſight of people walking the ſtreets in 
the beigkth of the ſmall pox. It was I that 


Enter As rix haſtily, 


Ain. Ves, it was you! You, Doctor, that 
have brok u the laws of ſociety, diſturbed the peace 
of a private family, and thrown the whole place into 
con fuſion. 

Letstiu. Sir 

D'Oyley. What now ? What's the matter, Mr. 
Aſpin ? 

Aſpin. The Doctor's the matter. He has been 
feeling the pulſe of your wife that was to be, exa- 
mining too cloſely into her conſtitution, Mr. D'Oyley. 

DOyley. I don't underſtand you. 

Ajpin. You are the only perſon in Iſlington that 
don't. It is the common topick of the Wells, hat 
there is too ſtrict an underſtanding between Eliza 
and this young Practitioner. 4 

ater 
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Enter Mr. and Mrs. Runxick. 


Rubrick. But have patience, Mrs. Rubrick ! 

Mrs. Rubrick. No, there is no hearing this. We 
ſhall be the laugh of the whole place, the fubjeR of 
all the Spa-Lampoons of the ſeaſon ! I can't ſtand it, 
Mr. Rubrick ; and have ſent word to the Ryze that 
we are returning thither immediately. 


Enter Mts. TATA 
Oh, Siſter Tabby ! I am glad you are come. Did 


you ever hear of ſuch an affair, fiſter ? 

Mrs. Tabitha. Aye, aye ; I told you how it would 
be ſooner or later, Siſter. This comes of your tra- 
velling. This comes of our watering-places. The 
pitcher never goes fo often to the well—l need fay 
no more.—But come; the hackney-coach, that 
brought me from the Row, is turned about, and is 
ready to carry the family back again. ( Coing) 

Rubrick. Stay, Mrs. Rubrick ! Stay, filter Ta- 
bitha ! I queſtion the truth of this tory. What 
ſignifies an idle report? Are not there a thouſand 
things paragraphed for facts one day, and para- 
graphed tor dimned lies the very day after? 

ein. Don't ruſt ro that, Mr. Rubrick ! The 
fact, I fear, is indiſputable. The very maid whom 
they truſted, has betrayed them, and conteſt that 
th: Doctor there, has more than once ſlept all night 
in your daughters chamber. 

Rubrick, The Devil! 

D'Oyley. Aye it's o plain; I ſhake as if I were 
in an ague ; three months of the Cold Bath wiil not 
bring me right again. 

Letitia. Pilv ! this is a mere Engliſh complaint. 
Abroad, no caſe is more common, or leſs alarmi 
Il fet you right, I warrant you, Mr. D'Oyley ! 

Rubrick. Look ye, Mr. DOyley, I ihall inſiſt 
on your fulfilling your contract, —The 1 
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know, is pretty confiderable—and I hope not to be 

obliged, by force of law, to compel you to it. 
D'Oyley. So ; this affair will be the death of me. 

My health depends on my peace of mind ; and that 

- 3 deſtroyed, either by a wife, or a 
w-ſuit. 


Enter Jack Runaick. 


Jack Rubrick. Where is this raſcal, that pre- 
tends to have diſhonoured my fifter ? Fil drive him 
to the center. 

Letitia, My center is here, Sir. 


Enter EI IZA and Miro. 


3 Eliza! and Mr. Merton 
Merton. Yes Sir; yes, Madam, I am here; 
when Eliza's life, fortune, or reputation are in dan- 
r, it is impoſſible for me to keep at a diſtance. 
now lies under a moſt vile and falſe calumny, 
and he is a raſcal that dares aſſert or infinuate the 
contrary. | 

Letitia. So, fay I, Sir! Woe be to the man 
that dares in peach her honour ! I have always been 
a ſtaunch friend to the ſex, and thall moſt certainly 
be true to this lady. 

Eliza. I have been more true to myſelf, Sir.— 
Believe me. Madam ; believe me, Aunt ; believe 
me, Mr. DOylcy, there is no truth in this infa- 
mous ſtory. 

D'Cyley. Too much, I am afraid, Miſs Eliza ! 
You never paid the leaſt attention to me befere ; 
and your earneſtneſs new only ferves to confirm my 
ſuſpicions. Would you marry her yourſelf, Doc- 
tor ? that is the fureſt way of making her tame 
whole again. 


La itia. 


hat 
ra 


7 


Mr. D'Oyley's contra 
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Letitia. For particular reaſons, beſt known to 
. lady, I muſt beg to be ex- 


—_— __ _ 

Otyey. there ! wonder at 

heſitation, Mr. Rubrick ? 8 IE 
as 2a I 

25 ſo little do ] credit — 

ind Mrs. Rubrick's conſent, I am willing to 


of her hand immediately.—What ſay Eliza, and Mr. 


and Mrs. Rubrick, tomy propoſal ? 
Fliza. ae 
Rubrick. And I am all diſtraction. As to your 


offer, there's ſomething handſome enough but 


D'Oyly. As to that, Mr. Rubrick, II endea- 
vour to make you eaſy. For the fake of health, 
and happineſs, and peace of mind, I am content to 
forfeit half the penalty, and to ſettle it on the 


pin. And I'll throw in the other half, as a 
bleſſing to my god-daughter. 

Rubrick. That's generous I muſt confeſg—ge- 
nerous on both ſides. What day ſhall we fix for the 
ceremony ? 

Merton. It is needleſs to fix any day. 

Rubrick. How ? 

Merton. The ceremony is already over. We 
have been married theſe three weeks. And I con- 
fider the Doctor as my beſt friend, in having been 
the means of draining your conſent to rally our 
union. 

Letitia. Yes, I am a faſt friend to all this good 
y, Mr. Rubrick. 
a Friend ! And pray who the devil are you, 
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Letitia. Yes, Sir. Look me full in the face, 
and fee if you don't recolle& me. 

Rubrick. (Looking fledfaſtly) Eh! Let me fee! 
Why, fure it can't be—i faith, but it is tho'—a fe- 
male Hippocrates, by Jupiter ? 

Doo. What! the Doctor a woman? Have I 
been bled, and bliſtered, and purged, and pickled, 
by a female phyſician ? 


I forgive you. 
eaſed 


I 
this 


e any 


| hereafter wave all thoughts of matrimony ; 
yours, Madam Doctor, (to Letitia) I ſhall 
future, be more diffident of nofrums and 
D phyſicians. 


=. 4 4 4. uccs 


wo | v v»v 


1 
i 
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phyſicians. Mr. Rubrick muſt henceforth expect 
y cuſtom for books, rather than medicines ; or 
i to weave my ſtory and character into a 
farce or a novel, I ſhould be happy to hear it af- 
entertainment, and was 
nightly, as A Cunz rox THE Sr. 


SE #4 00 -Þ 
Spoken by Mrs. KING, 


In the Character of Dr. A Or. 


4122 Sirs !—and pray why net P 
Have You from Nature @ ſole Patent get ? 
Can you chain down Experience, Senſe, and 
(Like madmen in flirait waiftcrats ) to the College ? 
Let us preſcribe !—our wholeſome Revolutions 
Would quickly mend yeur crazy Conflitutions ; 
Iwoeft « Female with a Reverend 


What ſpruce Divine, won'd more become 'the Hoſſeck ; 


Or robe her in a Lawyer's goon and band, 
What Fudge ſo fevect a pleader could wwithfland ? 
Into St. Stephen's Chapel let us g“ 


What peer eur Aye would have ; bat force cur No 


Try us in all things —there are very few, 
We Women could not de, as well as you. 

Shew me thro" all Creation, theſe who can 
A fercer tyrant, than the tyrant man. 
Lion to Lioneſs, is very civil, 
But Man with W oman—plays the very devil. 
In France, where Politeile ſbex'd rule the land, 
The Sceptre”'s wrefted from a female hand. 
A ſpouſe in China keeps his brain from madding, 

eripling Dearee”: feet, to ſpoil her gadding. 

While the Grand Turk, Lerd of a waft Seraghis, 
Here we're denied the privilege to think, 
And ſcarce allowed the uſe of pen and ink. 
Ber ephger phytaſe win, cod foil wil, 
If we peer women cen d net write as well : 
Te, Ladkes, we hove written, end we will 3 
Neo Lords, alive er dead, ſhall flop our quill. 
Break down the fences of a partial tribe, 
And let us tes preach, counſel, and preſcribe ! 
Firm as Rome's matrons, bold as dame of Sparta, 
Let Engliſh women form @ female Magna Charta , 
Aﬀert your rights, you muſt command ſucceſs, 
And make King Fohn ſubmit to brave Nen Beſs- 


E, 


